100                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
though. You won't get much out of it You ought to complain to the German management."
Our Red Cross station looked like a vegetable store upon our return Sweeper and the other boys particularly admired one part of our loot, a big sack of potatoes which bore a German military stamp. Clearly, some German had gone out for supplies and left the bag temporarily in the garden, never anticipating that it would vanish in his "own backyard" by the tune he returned to collect it
"His face, can you imagine the expression on his face when he comes to pick it up," I could hardly speak between convulsions of laughter. Thie boys aired seme hilarious though unprintable remarks Yanosik stood there modestly, taking his bows for organizing the expedition He winked at me.
"The tomatoes, they just melt in your mouth," he chuckled, smacking his lips. "And they are only beginning to ripen."